This is the day, Helen, when you must strew
ashes upon your head, and for your part

no need to search elsewhere, since, laughing, you
have these five years made ashes of my heart*

But is there pardon in heaven for eyes that slew
and did not seek to hide their murderous art,

beauties, that shot my wounded spirit through
with the long torture of their lucid dart?

Will you not pity the soul that pain estranges,
nor to love's mendicant an alms afford,
whose death can bring you naught but fruitles
sorrow ?

Your name's caprice, my passion never changes,
and love, that sees my heart against your sword,
still leans upon the bow*   Beware, the arrow!
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